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/ THE GUARDIAN AN 
/ NEW SERIES. 


THE friends of the Guardian, and the Christian public in general, 
dre informed that the Monitor a monthly Magazine, published in Bos- 
ton by the Rev. H. Wilbur, for the benefit of Youth, is hereafter to be 
incorporated with the Guardian, aud published at this office, under 
the title of « THE GUARDIAN and MONITOR.” 

A union of these two public ations, bas been mutually agreed upon 
from a conviction that the interests of both will be inc teased and the 
improvement of the ri-ing gene ration, better promoted. 

The objects of the Gu ardian and Monitor being nearly the same we 
shail by this arrangement be enabled to retain the excellencies of both. 
We shall have a greater variety of matter, to fill our pages, and we 
shall add to the editorial labours of fhe Ree. Mr. Coleman, the assist- 
ace of the Rev. Mr. Wilbur, who bas had much experience in the in- 
struction of youth, 

When the Guardian was commenced six years ago, there was no }- 
niodical work published in our country, for the religious improvement 
of youth; and but few books designed tor their use, which were cal- 
enlated to answer this most desirable object’ The flood of juvenile 
books were generally calculated, only to amuse and please the fancies 
of children ; avd very few, to improve the taste, or ailect ihe heart. 
But itis now very different. And asthe American and New-York 
Tract Societies are both very laudably engaged in furnishing Sabbath 
Schools, aud children generally, with an extensive assoriment of 
books, designed to promote their spiritual interests, there is less need 
than heretotore, of a periodical work, exclusively adapted to their ca- 
pacities. ‘This anited work, therefore, while it will contain some pie- 
ces sniled toa younger class of readers, will be more particularly de- 
signed for those of suitable age to be united in Biblical classes ; and 
(or all who are eaiulous of intellectual and moral improvement. 


D MONITOR. 


CONDITIONS. . ' 
‘The Guarpiay and Moniror, wil! be handsomely priated on good 
pepar em with an engraving in each Number. 





s price to subscribers is one dollar to be paid in advance—or one 
: etwenty five cents if not paid by the Ist of March. These conditions 
will pot be varied from, as nothing but prompt payment will support 
the workgat this low price, 

Those who are acéountable for any number of copies not less than 6, 
nor over 20, willbe entitled to every 7th cepy gratis : if over 20 and less 
than 50, an allowance of 20 per cent. If over 50 copies an allowance 


ol 4 | er cent. 

ies will be forwarded to the following agents at the expense of the 
publisher ; where they can be called for or forwarded at the expense 
and ri-k of subscribers, viz. Richardson & Lord, Boston; Peter B. 
Gleason, & Co, Har: ford - Dea. S Eells, Middletown ; ; Samuel Whi- 
ting, No. 82 Maiden Lane, New York. 

No subscription wil! be taken for less than a year, commencing with 
the Janvary number, and all arrearages must be paid before it can he 
stopped. Those who Jo not give notice to discontinue betore the close 
of any one volume, will be considered as pledged to take the sucteeding 
volume. 

The Guardian and Monitor, will be printed (he first week in every 
month, and forwarded by mail or otherwise, according to the direction 
of subse: + rt and at their risk and expense in all cases, excepting 
those stated above 

All payments must he made to the subscriber, or his agents, and all 
letters (post paid) addressed to Nathan Whiting, will be duly atten- 
ded to NATHAN WHITING, 
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LECTURES ON THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. 


LECTURE I. 


CHRISTIAN AND THE LIONS.—-THE PALACE BEAUTIFUL -~ 
APOLLYON. 


Teacuer. Well lads, who remembers where we leit 
-Christian ? 

Nat. Climbing the second time up the hill of difficulty, 
and bewailing his folly and carelessness in losing his roll.. 

Tea. As he went on he observed just before him a noble 
palace called Beautiful, and as it stood by the way side, he 
mended his pace, heping to geta lodging there ; but as he 
approached the house, looking narrowly ‘before him, he es- 
pied two lions in the way. The path was narrow, and he 
saw not how he could escape them without turning back, sa 
he made a halt, remembering what Mistrust and Ti morous 
had told him ; but the porter at the lodge of the palace cried 
out unto Christian, saying, ‘ Is thy strength so small ? Fear 
not the lions, for they are chained, and are placed there for 
trial of faith where it is, and for discovery of those that have 
none: keep in the midst of the path, and no hurt shall come 
unto thee,’ Do any of you understand what is meant by all 
this ? 

Ben. It says in the epistle of Peter, “ Be sober, be vigi- 
lant ; because your adversary the devil, as a roaring lion, 
goeth about, seeking whom he may devour.” Has that any 
thing to do with it ? 
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Tea. I rather think not. The heuse Beautiful is design- 
ed to represent a church or society of Christians to which 
the pilgrim was about te unite himself. Thus the church is 
described in Psal. xlviii. 2. “ Beautiful for situation, the 
joy of the whole earth, is mount Zion, on the sides of the 
north, the city of the great King. God is known in her 
palaces fora refuge.” ‘This palace is represented as by the 
highway side, and built for the relief and security of pilgrims, 
to shew that Christian was not turning out of the path of 
duty, but going straight forward in it, when he was desired 
toentér and lodgé in this house. It is the duty, and will be 
found for the relief and security of all true Christians, that 
they acknowledge their Lord by uniting themselves with his 
people, “ and walking in all his commandments and ordi- 
nances blameless.” ‘The narrow passage through which 
Christian had to enter, and the fierce lions that beset his 
path, are in all probability designed to represent the difficul- 
ties and opposition which, in the persecuting times in which 
Bunyan wrote, stood in the way of an open profession of 
evangelical religion. But these lions were ehained, perhaps 
by some milder and more tolerast statute which curbed the 
power of perseeutors, or at all events by that Almighty pow- 
er which says to the sea, “ Hitherto shalt thou come but ne 
farther, and here shall thy proud waves be stayed ;” which 
causes tke wrath of man to praise him, and restrains the re- 
mainder of that wrath. We have great reason to be thank- 
ful that no * lions’ of this sort exist now to drive us back in 
eur Christian course ; but if we will be Christ’s disciples, 
we must still be content to bear the scoff and reviling of ir- 
religious men, who hated our Master, and will never love his 
servants ; but when we think how many have persevered in 
his ways, “ resisting even unto blood,” surely we may he 
encouraged and animated to press on in the path of duty, 
which to us is so much smoother and easier. 

Ben. Well, sir, and did they let Christian in ? 

Tea. Yes ; after such conversation with the porter (or 
minister) and some of the family, as convinced them he was 
indeed a pilgrim received and acknowledged by the Lord of 
the way, (or in other words a true disciple of Jesus Christ, ) 
he was introduced by Piety, Prudence, Charity, and Discre- 
tien, te the rest of the family : the whole of their cenversa- 
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‘ion is very instructive, abd serves to teach us that real Chris- 
tians are deeply convinced of their own natural state of sin, 
danger, and weakness ; that they derive all their hopes of 
pardon, acceptance, and salvation, from the free grace of 
God, manifested in the gift of his beloved Sen ; and that 
both the inclination to set out, and the strength to go on in 
the way to heaven, are commonicated by the gracious snflu- 
ences of the Holy Spirit. We see also, that though sin still 
dwells in-believers, it is not cherished and yielded to, but ab- 
horred, mourned over, and resisted ; and a delightful hope 
prevails, of victory over it on earth, and pertect freedom 
from itan the Saviour’s »presence in heaven. The conver- 
sation relative to poor Christian’s ungodly wife and children, 
so affectingly describes the feclings of a pious mind on that 
painful subject, that J cannot forbear reading it to you. 

‘Then said Charity to Christian, Have you a family? 
Are you a married man? 

Cur. Ihave a wife and four small children. 

Cuar. And why did you not bring them atong with you ? 

Cur. Then Christian wept, and said, Oh, how willingly 
would I have done it! but they were all of them atterly 
averse to my going on pilgrimage. 

Cuar. But you should have talked to them, and have en- 
deavoured to show them the danger of being left behind. 

Cur. So I did ; and told them also what God had shown 
to me of the destruction of our city ; but I seemed to them 
as one that mocked, and they believed me not. 

Crar. And did you pray to God that he would bless 
your counsel to them ? 

Car. Yes, and that with much affection ; for you must 
think that my wife and poor children were very dear unto 
ine. : 

Cuan. But did you tell them of your own sorrow, and 
fear of destruction ? for I suppose that destruction was visi- 
ble enough to you. 

Cur. Yes, over, and over, and over. They might also 
see my fears in my countenance, in my tears, and also in my 
trembling under the apprehension of the judgment that did 
hang over our heads; but all was not sufficient to prevail 
with them to come with me. 
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Cuan. But what could they say for themselves, why they 
came not? : 

Cur. Why, my wife was afraid of losing this world ; and 
my children were given to the foolish delights of youth ; so, 
what by one thing, and what by another, they left me to 
wander in this mammner alone. 

Cuar. But did yeu not with your vain life damp all that 
you by words used by way of persuasion to bring them away 
with you? 

Cur. Indeed I cannot commend my life, for 1 am eon- 
scious to myself of many failings therein: I know also, that 
a man by his conversation may soon overthrow what by ar- 
gument or persuasion he doth labour to fasten upon others 
for their good. Yet this I ean say, I was very wary of giv- 
ing them occasion, by any unseemly action, to make them 
averse to going on pilgrimage. Yea, for this very thing, 
they would tell me I was too precise, and that I denied my- 
self of things (for their sakes) in which they saw no evil.— 
Nay, I think I may say, that if what they saw in me did hin- 
der them, it was my great tenderness as to sinning against 
God, or doing any wrong to my neighbour. 

Cuyar. Indeed Cain hated his brother, because his own 
works were evil, and his brother’s righteous ; and if thy 
wife and childrer. have been offended with thee for this, they 
thereby show themselves to be implacable to good, and thou 
hast delivered thy soul from their blood. 

May not one of you my dear children be the cause of such: 
bitter regrets to your pious friends, nor come under the aw- 
ful judgment that awaits the ungodly children of pious pa- 
rents ! 

We have next a pleasing and expressive account ef the 
celebration of the Lord’s supper. 

Jam. 1 thought it meant that, sir, because it says all their 
talk was-about the Lord of the hill, and what he had done 
for them jn coming into this world and dying upon the 
cress, 

Tra. You are quite right, James. The Lord’s supper is 
to be partaken of in remembrance of Christ, and is designed 
to “show forth his death till he come;” and the subjects 
which naturally engage the attention of his believing people, 
are such as these: the exalted gfories of their Lord ; his 
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wonderful love and sufferings; the great things brought 
about by the sheding of his blood; the love and grace mani- 
fested towards his. people; his resurrection from the dead ; 
his ascension to glory ; his design in establishing his church 
and appointing his ordinances; and his gracious declaration 
to his people, that “ because he lives they shall live also.” 
No wonder that when Christian had been engaged in con- 
templating these glorious things, he went to sleep in the 
chamber of peace. It is the privilege of believers, “ being 
justified by faith, to have peace with God,” and “ joy in 
God through our Lord Jesus Christ, by whom also they have 
received the atonement,” Rom. v. 1. 11. 

Before Christian was permitted to depart from this place, his 
friends conducted him into their study, and shewed him their 
records and many curiosities ; and into the armoury, where 


_ they equipped him from head to foot, lest he should perhaps 


meet with assault in the way; they also from the top of the 
house pointed him to a distant view of the Delectable Moun- 
tains, which lay in the way through which he was to pass, 
which abounded in all that was beautiful and delightful, and 
from which might be seen the celestial city. Do any of 
you understand what these things mean ? 

Nat. As to the armour, sir, [ suppose it means the same 
as is spoken of in Ephesians, where it says, “ Take unto 
you the whole armour of God, that ye may ve able to with- 
stand in the evil day, and having done all, to stand. Stand 
therefore, having your loins girt about with truth, and hav- 
ing on the breastplate of righteousness ; and your feet shod 
with the preparation of the gospel of peace; above all, tak- 
ing the shield of faith, wherewith ye shall be able to quench 
all the fiery darts of the wicked. And take the helmet of 
salvation, and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of 
God,” Ephes. vi. 13—17. I don’t understand what the 
rest means: but is this right, sir? 

Tea. Yes; itis. By thus showing him the records and 
other curiosities, is meant that they exhorted him to study 
the Holy Scriptures, both for instruction, caution, and er- 
couragement. By sending him out armed, may be intended 
that they warned him of the difficulties and dangers he was 
likely to encounter, and exhorted him to a constant and 
humble dependence upon the Captain of salvation, apd a 
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close acquaintance with the words of truth, which are es- 
sential to the safety of the believer in all his spiritual con- 
flicts. Dr. Watts has happily expressed this in one of bis 
hymns :— 
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* Hence we awake our fear, 
We draw our comfort hence ; 

The arms of grace are treasured here, 
And armour of defence. 


We learn Christ crucified, 

_ And here behold his blood ; 
All arts and knowledges beside 
Will do us little good.’ 


th The view of the Delectable Mountains before him ma¥ 
intend, that though Christian had already enjoyed great 
pleasure in the ways of religion, he might hope for yet high- 
er gratification the farther he proceeded, and the nearer he 
came to the heavenly world after which be was aspiring. — 
Something like this is promised tothe steadfast and advan- 
cing Christian, Isa. xxxiii. 17. where it is said, “ Thine eyes 
shall see the king in his beauty ; they shall behold the land 
that is very far off.’ The same also is expressed in these 


lines by Dr. Watts :-— 


‘The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below: 


Celestial fruits on earthly ground, 
From faith and hope may grow. 











The hill of Zion yieids 
A thousand sacred sweets, 

Before we reach the heaventy frelds, 

Or walk the golden streets. 






Then let our songs abound, 
And every tear be dry; 
We're marching through Immanuel’s ground, 
To fairer worlds on high.’ 









And now Christian set forward on his journey. He heactt 
from the porter that a pilgrim had passed by, called Faith- 
ful, whom Christian remembered as an old townsman, and 
pleased himself with the thought of joining as a fellow pil- 
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grim. At parting, Christian said to Watchful the porter, 
‘The Lord be with thee, and add to all thy blessings much 
increase, for the kindness that thou hast shewed to me.’— 
Such gratitude and esteem are due to faithful ministers ; and 
those who derive benefit from their labours should never for- 
get them in their prayers. Christian’s path now lay down 
the hill, into the Valley of Humiliation; that is, he was 
brought into new and trying circumstances, perhaps of 
worldly affliction, poverty, or disgrace. Going down the 
hill into humiliating circumstances is always attended with 
danger. Discretion, Piety, Charity, and Prudence, howev- 
er accompanied him, repeating their former counsels ; and 
he walked warily, and got safely down, though not without 
a slip or two. Then his companions presented him with a 
loaf of bread, a bottle of wine, and a cluster of raisins, and 
he went on his way. By this we may understand both, that 
when our enjoyments are highest, eur conflicts are often the 
nearest and most severe; and also that high consolations, 
arising from the supporting, cheering, and animating influ- 
ence of the precious promises of the gospel, are often af- 
forded to prepare the Christian for sustaining approaching 
trials. Our Lord himself, just before he was Jed into the 
wilderness and tempted of the devil, heard a voice from 
heaven, saying, “ This is my beloved Son, in whom I am 
well pleased.” Matt. iii. 17. 


= 
FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 


ADDRESS TO SINGERS. 


‘J will sing with the spirit, and I will sing with the undersfanding 
also.”’ 


Such my friends was the resolution of a man of the sound- 
est judgment and most exquisite sensibility ; a man who was 
not inspired by the muse of a heathen poet, but by the Spi- 
rit of God; a man, indeed, who had been caught up to the 
third heaver, and listened with ineffable rapture to the lofty 
and melodious strains of the general assembly worshipping 
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there. And such should be the resolution of every individ- 
ual who has a voice to unite in the songs of Zion. When a 
a full band, understandingly-and spiritually, unite in singing 
the high praises of God, more acceptable than incense is the 
offering which ascends to heaven; and more benign than 
the dew of Hermon, than the dew which descended upon the 
mountains of Zion, is the influence diffused through the en- 
chanted congregation. ‘Those readers, then, of this publica- 
tion, who practice singing in religieus assemblies, are desired 
to give their candid attention to a few serious remarks upon 
this subject. 

First. You should sing with the understanding. 

You should understand what you sing. ‘The psalms and 
and hymns which are sung in our churches have a meaning, 
and it is important that those who sg them should consider 
what that meaning is; that they may realize the sentiments 
which they express. Without this, it is impossible to give to 
words and sentiments their proper emphasis and expression. 
Without it, your performance is, in fact, but a senseless cere- 
mony ; and from the dignity of true worshippers you sink 
to a level with the bird which warbles upon the bough, or 
the instruments in the hands of the player. Your most af- 
fecting strains are at best but solemn sounds upon a thought- 
less tongue. When therefore the minister is reading the 
lines to be sung, fix your attention upon them, for the ex- 
press purpose of understanding them ; and when you com- 
mence the song, do not suffer your thoughts to wander, but 
confine them to the import of the words which are flowing 
from your lips. If you do not this, your performance must 
be unprofitable to yourselves, uninteresting to your hearers, 
and unacceptable to God. 

You should sing too, in such a manner as to be under- 
stood. When persons are by themselves, they may hum 
their tunes as they please ; but when they come to perform 
in the pabiic assembly, they should consider that others are 
interestedto hear. Singing then becomes a part of social wor- 
ship, designed, not only to express the pious feelings of those 
who perform, but to edify, and excite a devotional spirit in 
the whole congregation. It is not enough that those who 
sing should understand ; but they must endeavour to pro-' 
nounce their words so distinctly that those who hear may 
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understand them 3 and not be obliged to listen to a mere 
tune. What St. Paul said in regard to speaking in an un- 
known tongue, is as applicable to those who sing, as to 
those who take any other leading part in the worship. “In 
the church” said he, “ I had rather speak five words with 
my understanding, that by my voice I might teach others 
also, than ten thousand words in an unknown tongue.” If 
you ever listened to a public speaker of such monotonous, or 
stammering, pronunciation, that you could not understand 
him, you have experienced a feeling similar to that which is 
produced upon a congregation by a choir of singers who 
cannot be understood. In this view of the subject it is ob- 
vious, that those tunes in which all the parts. proceed togeth- 
er, or at least in which there is no fugue, must be incompar- 
ably the best. 

You should likewise sing with a due understanding of 
the proper design of this reltgious service. You are not to 
sing with a view to make a display of your musical powers 
to gain the applause of the audience, or to please yourselves ; 
but to praise and worship God. You should therefore set 
him constantly before you. And if the presence of an earth- 
ly monarch, seated upon his throne with all the ensigns of 
royalty about him would strike you with awe, how solemn, 
sincere, and reverential, should you be when you come into 
the presence of Jehovah; whose glory fills. immensity and 
upon whose smile or frown, your everlasting state of bliss 
or woe depends. 

Secondly. You must sing with the spirit as well as with 
the understanding. 

To sing with the spirit is to have the feelings of your 
hearts correspond with the pious sentiments which proceed 
from your lips; it is to be sincere and devotional in per- 
forming this part of religious worship. What can be more 
suitable ? When persons address you, you wish them to ad- 
dress you in truth and sincerity. You are by no means 
pleased with manifest adulation ; with high professions of 
regard from one so trifling in his manner or so inconsistent 
in his cenduct that you are sure he cannot be sincere. [f 
you are convinced that one praises you merely for his own 
‘amusement, or to gain some selfish object, you cannot but 
look upon him with peculiar contempt and displeasure. 
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Well then take care that you treat the living God with at 
least as mucli sincerity and respect as you would exact to 
yourselves. What should you think of one, who should 
with apparent sincerity implore of you some favour, but 
coldly turn from it, or disdainfally spurn it, the moment it 
was offered him? Now, many of the hymns and psalms 
which you sing are of the nature of prayers. 


““ Come Hely Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quickening powers ; 
Kindle a flame of sacred love, 
In these cold hearts of ours.” 


When you sing this verse, you solemnly address the Holy 
Ghost, and pray that he would shed abroad divine love in 
your souls. This is an excellent prayer ; and if offered in 
a spiritual and devout manner, cannot fail to be answered. 
But if you do not desire the blessing which you implore, but 
do invariably resist and grieve the cae spirit of God, what 
an offence to him must be even this prayer. Again you 
sometimes sing, “ O that the Lord would guide my ways,”’ 
&c. Well, he has given you his holy word to guide 
them. And do you take that word for your rule, and ha- 
bitually and conscientiously endeavour to govern your con- 
duct by it ? If so your singing and your conduct properly 
harmonize together ; but if not, there is a distressing and 
deplorable discord. And there is reason to fear that as of- 
ten as you pray in the solemn assembly that God would 
guide your ways, you do it in a heathen and hypecritical 
manner. But be not deceived; “ God is a Spirit ; and they 
that worship him, must worship him in spirit and in truth.”’ 

Sing then his praises with the spzrit of humikty. When 
you think of the infinite majesty and glory of God, and then 
turn your thoughts to human degradation and vanity, you 
must be convinced of the folly and wickedness of pride. 
Sing his praises with the spirit of repentance. In the songs 
of Zion you frequently make true and solemn confession of 
your depravity and innumerable transgressions ; and if thus 
guilty, nothing can be more suitable than that you should re- 
pent. Sing his praises with pureness of spirit. When you 
appear as worshippers in Jehovah’s temple, and take his 
hofy name upon your lips, let no vain thoughts lodge within 
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you ; no lascivious imaginations find place in your hearts. 
Sing with a spirit of unanimity, and ardent benevolence 
towards your fellow worshippers. _When you, in concert, 
mingle your voices together in the high praises of your com- 
mon Father in heaven, it must be absurd and criminal in a 
high degree, to have ilj will towards one another. “ He 
that loveth not his brother abideth in death.” Sing with a 
spirit of faith. Surely your own understandings and con- 
sciences must strongly urge you to embrace that blessed Sa- 
viour whose praises you celebrate, and to devote to his ser- 
vice forever, your bodies and spirits which he has redeemed 
with his own blood. Sing too witha spirit of ardent love 
and gratitude to God. For O, how great is his goodness, 
and how wonderful aré his works to the children of men. 
‘“ His name alone is excellent : his glory is above the earth 
and heaven.” 

Do any of you object that you cannot sing in this manner ? 
What, cannot be humble and penitent, notwithstanding all 
your vanity and guiltiness ? Cannot avoid unhallowed ima- 
ginations and feelings in the solemn assembly ; in the very 
act of worshipping the “holy, holy, holy Lord God Al- 


anighty ?”? Cannot be grateful to God for all his rich and 


innumerable mercies ?, Cannot love him, whose very nature 
is love, whose character is perfection, and whom every good 
man on earth, and every saint and angel in heaven, loves 
with all his heart ? Cannot treat your Maker with as much 
sincerity and respect as you would demand for yourselves, 
from a fellow creature? If this be indeed the case, it must 
be confessed, that you are not prepared to sing the praises of 
God. But what will you do? Will you like Cain go “ out 
from the presence of the Lord ;” and with the brand of in- 
delible disgrace upon you, that you would not worship God 
at all, because he would not accept of a heartless and hypo- 
critical offering ? That will notdo. What then? Will you 
continue to chaunt the high praises of God with your lips 
while your hearts are far from him? You have been in this 
way trifling with the holy One of Israel, and treasuring up 
wrath, sufficiently long already. What then will you do P 
O, you must do what reasen and conscience and the word of 
God require ; you must do what every pious soul who joins 
in the ways of Zion is in the habit of doing. You must sing 
Nox VH.—No. 2. 5 
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not only with the understanding but with the spiri¢ also. 
Then will you sing the praises of God in a manner accep- 
table to him, and delightful and profitable to yourselves. 
And then when your songs in the house of your pilgrimage 
are done, you will join the innumerable throng around the 
eternal throne ; and mingle the music of your voices and 
harps, with theirs, saying “ Blessing, and honeur, and glory, 
and power, be unto Him that sitteth on the throne, and unto 
the Lamb, forever and ever.” 


INTERESTING MEMOIR. 


The following account of the last moments of an interest- 
ing little girl, who died in her ninth year, in Maryland, is 
from the Theological Repertory. The Editor states that 
the following is a letter addressed by the afflicted father to 
the mother, who was absent, at a distance from home, dur- 
ing the illness, and did not arrive until about six hours after 
the decease, and who requested him to give her in writing, 
while the particulars were fresh on his memory, a detailed 
account of the illness and last moments of her beloved daugh- 
ter. 

Nov. 30th, 1823. 
“© My dearest Wife, 

In compliance with your request, I proceed to commit 
to writing the extraordinary circumstances which preceded 
the death of our beloved daughter. 

‘On Monday last, in the afternoon, her disease first be- 

came alarming. Some time in the afternoon, after a severe 
fit of coughing, she threw herself down on the bed and cried, 
*O Lord, look down upon me, poor miserable sinner that I 
am.’ 
“ About midnight, the symptoms became less alarming, 
and she continued tolerably easy until about 9 o’clock on 
Tuesday morning, when her fever rose, and respiration be- 
came again extremely difficult. 

“In the course of the morning, she frequently showed 
that she expected to die, by saying to me and her faithful 
nurse, ‘I am going, I am going as fastas I can.’? On one 
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occasion, she asked her, ‘ Is father going for mother?’ Up- 
on being told I would not leave her while she was so sick, 
but had sent Richard for her mamma, she said, ‘ I shall nev- 
er see my mother; I am going as fast as I can.’ Upon per- 
ceiving that I was much affected, she said, ‘ Don't cry for 
me, father.’ At another time, after a fit of coughing, she 
said, ‘I am in such agony, such an agony, mammy;’ and 
seeing her nurse weep, she said, looking upon her, ‘ Don’t 
cry, mammiy, you all but break my heart.’ Jenny answer- 
ed, ‘No, my dear, I won’t cry.’ Upon which, the good 
child, her eyes filled with tears, said, ‘God will take care of 
me; I am going to heaven!’ Similar ‘sentiments of confi- 
dence and pious resignation she repeatedly uttered to her oth- 
er attendants. 

“In the afternoon, the fever having yielded to bleeding, 
she said to me, ‘ Father, get the book and read to me, where 
God took Elijah to heaven.’ I got the Bible, and while I 
was reading, she listened with great attention, and after lt 
stopped, fell into a gentle sleep. 

“ The fever, a little before night, began to rise again, and 
her breathing became difficult. During the fore part of the 
night, her attendants heard her several times saying parts of 
her Catechism, and praying. She frequently eried out in 
her suffering. ‘Lord! look down upon me! Lord, help me!’ 
At one time, I was listening to her, while she was praying, 
and amongst other things, which I could not exactly compre- 
hend, distinctly heard her say, ‘My God, my Father, take 
me to you in heaven, for your own dear little child.’ 

In the course of this, her last night, she often asked after 
you, and when you would come home. She expressed great 
anxiety for the day to come, because, as we.supposed, we 
had told her that you would come next day. At one time, 
at the end of a disturbed sleep, in which she had talked inco- 
herently a good deal about you and her little sisters, she 
roused up suddenly, and said, ‘ Mother’s come: I am so 
glad.’ Once, not being satisfied with my answering, that 
you would come home the next day, she asked, ‘ How many 
hours first?? At another time she said, ‘I want to live till 
mother comes home, and then, father, I want to go to hea- 
ven.’ 

* A tittle before sunrise, the window shutters were opened 
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at her request. Although her breathing was attended with: 
less effort and she lay quietly in her bed, her countenance 
alarmed me, and looking upto the Doctor, he beckoned me 
out of the room, and told me he could not deceive me, and 
said she was going very fast. Having seen me several times 
violently agitated, he begged I would not be present at the 
distressing scene which was approaching. I answered, I 
could not be away from my child ; but would endeavour to 
be calm. I returned to her bed-side, and sat directly before 
her, with her grandmother next to me. Soon after my re- 
turn, when the respiration had become manifestly weaker, 
and the powers of life were fast giving way, she seemed to 
be free from pain, and repeated the Lord’s Prayer distinctly 
throughout, and then added, ‘ God bless Father and Mother, 
Grand Mamma, and little sisters, and mammy Jenny, and 
the Doctor, and every body, and make me a good little girl.’ 

“In a few minutes after, the dear child, sensible, I have 
no doubt, that she was leaving me, opened her arms, and 
said distinctly and audibly, ‘ Father, kiss me.’ As I leaned 
down to her, she put out her little lips, while her arms were 
folded round my neck, and kissed me fervently three times. 
After this, she said some few words, but her articulation was 
not sufficiently distinct to enable me to comprehend her, and 
she breathed her lagt in about fifteen minutes.” 


The Editor of the Repertory subjoins the following parti- 
culars of her character and history. 


« Already had the little saint beheld all that is most dread- 
ful to human feelings, in the cireumstances of death. She 
had beheld the lifeless form of a beautiful little sister, cold, 
inanimate, motionless ;—her little feet had followed her to 
the grave—she had heard the heavy earth fall on the coffin, 
and she had seen the anguish of her bereaved parents.— 
These impressions had subsequently been several times re- 
newed by witnessing the death of servants to whom she was 
attached. She had felt therefore, and fully understood the 
meaning of death; (for she was remarkably observing and 
aflectionate) but she behieved, with the heart believed, that 
if “the body is dead, because of sin, the.spirit is alive, be- 
cayse of righteousness ;” and in the spirit of a “ little child,” 
sanctified, as we believe, by the Holy Ghost, and relying 
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upon the righteousness of Christ for acceptance with God, 
was ready to enter into the darkness of the grave, that she 
might pass through to her Father in heaven.” 

We have been further informed, that the religious attain- 
ments of this little girl were not accompanied by melancholy 
feelings, unsocial habits, or with the least affectation. Eve- 
ry thing about her was simple, natural, and childish, except 
her religion, her benevolence, and her intelligence. So spir- 
itual and intellectual in mind, so gentle and affectionate in 
heart, as to cast a slight shade of pensiveness over her inter- 
esting countenance; she had even an unusual share of infan- 
tile gaiety, of joyous hilarity in her temper, which in hours 
of play, made her the leader in every innocent recreation, 
and her sisters often remarked that they had no fun in their 
amusement if she was not there. Accustomed from her ear- 
liest infancy to habits of industry, she was never idle, and 
frequently quitting suddenly and silently the scene of child- 
ish mirth, where she had been the merriest of the band, would 
retire alone to some distant apartment, and taking up a book, 
sit for hours reading: fixed usually by the morai, which was 
always more attractive to her contemplative mind, than the 
narrative, which generally captivates the attention of chil- 
dren of her age. 

To this habit of attending to the moral of every thing she 
heard or read, may be in a great measure attributed many 
of the interesting features of her character. Many little an- 
ecdotes are treasured up with delight by her friends as evi- 
dence of her singularly spiritual character. At six years 
old she was showing a friend and neighbour a little volume, 
which she had just received as a present, and had read as was 
her custom, with great avidity. Being desired to point out 
her favourite piece, she turned toa little poem called the 
‘* Child’s Monitor,” intended to describe the influence of that 
invisible Spirit, which is extended to the¢mind and heart from 
every object in the creation. Surprised at the child’s selec- 
tion, her friend desired her to read it, that she might discover 
if she understood it: and was yet more astonished to per- 
ceive that she not only read it with that delicate and dis- 
criminating emphasis which shows the sympathy of the 
reader with the author, but that she had for her own gratifi- 
cation committed it perfectly to memorv. 

- 
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On one occasion, about three mouths before her death, 
while reading to herself one of the numerous excellent tales 
which have of late years been written for the instruction of 
young children, she burst jnto tears, and said to her nurse, 
‘“ Mammy, I don’t wish to live in this wicked world ; I want 
to go to heaven to my little sister.” 

Young as she was, she had for two years previous to her 
decease, been both a scholar and an assistant teacher in a 
Sunday School. We cannot but pause here, to call the at- 
tention of the reader to the great number of instances on rec- 
ord, in which the seeds sown in such blessed institutions, 
have already yielded their fruits ; some thirty, some sixty, 
and some an hundred fold. How many children have at- 
tested their excellent effects! how many teachers felt their 
happy consequences! how many millions of children, with 
teachers scattered amongst them, will throughout eternity as- 
cribe to them, under God’s blessing, the conversion and sal- 
vation of their souls! 

But to return—this child, so young and so lovely, was not 
only an assistant in a Sunday school, but further manitested 
the benevolent dispositions of her heart, in delighting to 
teach the servants in the house to read, and instructing them 
by reading to them the Scriptures, and by such other means 
as were within the reach of her powers; and so ardently 
zea.ous was she to do good, that being once discovered alone 
weeping bitterly, by her nurse, and the latter insisting upon 
knowing the cause of her afiliction, “ I have been trying, 
said she, for six months to teach Polly and Nilly, (two little 
servant girls) to read, and they don’t know any more than 
when I began. Those who have interested themselves in 
the instruction of their slaves, will appreciate the persever- 
ance, and sympathize with the distress of this infant: teach- 
er. Of how few in the prime of manhood could this be re- 
corded, that they delighted to do good by such means as they 
possessed ! of instances like that under our contemplation, 
may be truly said, “ out of the mouths of babes and suck- 


lings, hast thou perfected praise.” 

















Dialogue. 


FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR 


DIALOGUE 
BETWEEN CAROLINE, JULIA, GEORGE AND WILLIAM. 


MR. EDITOR, 


Believing that the want of proper information among 
the youth of our country, is the principal reason why so 
little has been-done by them in carrying forward the benev- 
olent and heaven-born work of civilizing and evangelizing 
the world, I am induced, by the hopes of doing something 
to remedy this evil, to send you the following dialogue. 

While on a visit at a very pious friends a short time since, 
] was very much interested to see how much happiness his 
little Caroline and George enjoyed, while preparing. to at- 
tend a meeting of the Juvenile Society. While they were 
giving vent to their feelings, in an adjoining apartment, by 
some simple yet sincere expressions of the pleasure it af- 
forded them to be allowed the prospect of doing good, they 
were interrupted by little Julia and William, who called to 
give them an invitation to accompany them, that afternoon, 
in an excursion for amusement. 

The door being open, I had an opportunity to hear the 
whole conversation, which I will send you as nearly as pos- 
sible, in their own language. 

Julia. Miss Caroline, we have called to give you and 
your brother George an invitation to g@ with us, this after- 
noon, but you are already engaged it seems. 

Caroline. Yes, we are going to Mr. ’s, to attend a 
meeting of the Juvenile Society. Wont you go with us? 
I presume you will be well entertained. 

William. You will not catch me there, I’ll assure you. 

George. Dont you wish to do good, friend William, and 
relieve the miserable heathen? If you do, I am sure you 
can’t have any weighty objection to our society, and will 
not refuse to give your mite to encourage so benevolent an 
object. 

W. . I dont know but I am as ready to do good as you 
are ;. but I am unwilling to deprive myself of innocent en- 
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gpa for the sake of giving my money to support these 


y missionaries, 

C. It is very-unjust to accuse our missionaries of being la- 
zy, when they leave their native country, where they might 
obtain a living with almost no labour, and go among our 
western savages or the uncivilized heathen of the east, where 
they are occupied in such laborious employments that they 
wear themselves out in a few years. 

G. And besides, this money is not given to support the 
missionaries, whom you have so cruelly charged with lazi- 
ness. The object of this society is, to send little children to 
school, who have not only lost their father by a natural 
death, but have been deprived of their mother by having her 
burnt alive before their eyes, with the putrid corpse of her 
husband, and thus they have been left helpless orphans in 
the bands of an unfeeling, barbarous multitude. 

J. Mother says these stories are all lies, made up by these 
missionaries, on purpose to induce fools to give them their 
money, that they may be able to live in idleness. 

C. Miss Julia, have you never read in history, where the 
author could have nothing to influence him to falsify ; that 
in India alone, thousands of innocent widows are burnt 
alive, every year, and in this way many more thousands of 
helpless children, during one short year, are deprived of both 
their parents at the same time ? 

W. I have read such accounts a great many times, but I 
never thought before, that the missionaries go to these pla- 
ces. 

G. They have-gone to these places, and they are sent 
there not only to instruct and supply the wants of these lone- 
ly forsaken orphans, but to declare the glad news of salva- 
tion te the grown people, and to persuade them to desist 
from their wicked and murderous practice of burning their 
widows. 

J. What good will all their preaching do, even if they 
succeed in their attempt to civilize them? They will be 
worse off, than they are in their present state of ignorance. 

C. Julia! are you willing to change your happy condi- 
tion in this civilized land, for that of a poor heathen child, 
who is exposed every moment to be thrown into the Gan- 
ges, there to be devoured by the fierce crocodile, or to be 
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committed to the flames, and that too by the hand of its own 
mother, who wishes to atone for some sin, which she thinks 
can never be forgiven, unless she makes this cruel sacrifice P 

G. Nor are these the only evils the missionaries will pre- 
vent if they are successful, ‘The heathen, in India, of all 
classes, are in the habit of inflicting the most cruel tortures 
on themselves, to appease the wrath of the gods, whom they 
imagine they have offended, but whom they are earnest to 
pacify. To accomplish this, some fling themselves upon 
the points of sharp knives and hooks, others take a vow of 
perpetual silence, and others put an end to their lives in the 
most cruel and painful manner they can devise. And after 
all this they frequently die with the dreadful forebodings of 
misery after death. 

J. Surely I should not be willing to change my lot with 
any poor heathen ; but I never thought of these things be- 
fore. 

C. Are we not then, Julia, under the strongest obligation 
to manifest our gratitude for the privileges which christiani- 
ty alone has conferred upon our sex? And in what way can 
we better express it, than by exerting ourselves to send these 
privileges to the destitute heathen ; for in most or all heathen 
countries the females are murdered as soon as born, or are 
subject to a merciless slavery during life, which is far more 
intolerable than death itsetf. 

W. Yes, Miss Caroline, I now recollect reciting from my 
history, a long account of the number of female infants that 
are put to death in India, every year. 

G. The missionaries are not content with improving the 
condition of the heathen in this world only, but they labour 
to lead them to embrace Christ as their Saviour, who is the 
only way to the Father. 

J. Will they ever convert any of the heathen, if they do 
waste their lives among them? Pa says they never have, 
nor he dont believe they ever will. 

C. Your pa is much mistaken on this point, for I have 
lately read an account in the Missionary Herald, that most 
all the inhabitants of the South Sea Islands have turned from 
the most degraded state of heathenism to a most universal 
reception of the gospel. I have also read a letter from a. 
young seaman to a friénd in this country. Im one of his 
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voyages, he landed at one of these islands, and he says, he 
has never been at a place where he found the people so uni- 
versally moral. This change has ail been effected in less 
than twenty years. 

W. I never heard of this before ; I will read it to pa if 
you will lend me the book. But why have there been no 
missionaries until so recently? I have heard that there nev- 
er was any, till there were so many ministers at home that 
they could find no employment. 

C. Such stories are told only by the enemies of our Sa- 
viour, or by those who have neglected to inform themselves 
on this subject, for there have been missionaries ever since 
the death of Christ. If missionaries had not left their na- 
tive country and preached to our ancestors, we should still 
have been heathen. 

G. It is not because our ministers are in want of employ- 
ment that they go out on foreign missions, for thousands of 
ministers are still wanted to supply all the destitute churches 
in our southern and western States; but it is because they 
are willing to labour and die for the glory of God and the 
good of their fellow-men. 

J. I will go with you, Miss Caroline, and will save what 
I expected tospend this afternoon, and send it to the poor 
heathen children. 

W. I will go too, and I'll give all the money I used to 
for peppermints and raisins, that the little heathen children 


may go to school and become christians. 
A. B. 


FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 


MYSELF AND FRIENDS. 


I was born in a retired village in the interior of New- 
England, where the fertility of the earth amply rewards the 
labourer’s toil, and happiness smiles on its peaceful inhabit- 
ants. Early in life 1 formed an acquaintance with a circle of 
friends of my age and sex, whom [ often met at the village 
school, or joined in holiday amusements. Thoughtless of 
the future, we regarded happiness as consisting only in pre~ 
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sent gratification. When told of another world, of the im- 

ortance of religion, and the necessity of devoting ourselves 
to God, we readily admitted that subjects of this nature 
might properly claim the attention of those who were past 
the season of youth, and no longer pleased with its amuse- 
ments ; but to us religion appeared gloomy and repulsive. 
We considered it an enemy to our youthful pleasures, and 
resolved, as our hopes were bright and our prospects fair for 
length of days, to put it off till the gay season of youth 
should be past, and the duties of religion be more consonant 
with our feelings. But this resolution was only to pacify 
eur consciences; for, indeed, we had no regard for religion 
ourselves, and even derided itin others. In this way we as- 
sisted each other in banishing all serious thoughts from our 
minds, and with greater eagerness engaged in our amuse- 
ments. 

While prosperity thus smiled around us, and pleasure 
thus lulled us to security, time stole rapidly away, and the 
sports of earlier youth were exchanged for the more refined 
amusements of the ball-room. We were then arrived at the 
full vigour of youth, fascinated with high-wrought hopes and 
golden dreams of uninterrupted amusement. But the pleas- 
ing spell in which pleasure had bound us, was soon to be 
broken. The day arrived, customarily devoted to thanks- 
viving and prayer. The ball-room, as usual, was the-scene 
of our evening amusement. We spent the night in youthful 
vlee, and parted in wonted gaiety. But parted to meet no 
more this side the world of spirits. The third morning shone 
around the lifeless body ef a young friend who was present 
atthe scene of gaiety. No lingering illness bid him prepare 
for death. He retired as usual, but-awoke in eternity. A 
malignant disease had entered the village. Another friend 
was soon to fall a victim to its rage. His illness continued 
two or three days, during which he reflected on the manner 
in which he had spent the morning of life. He saw that it 
all had been spent in opposition to God, that the pleasures 
he had been pursuing were an empty bubble. His. nume- 
rous sins all rushed upon his mind, awakened conscience 
filled his soul with terror and anguish. A few more hours 
and he must appear before the God whose service he had 
refused, whose favour he had disregarded. Overwhelmed 
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with a sense of his guilt, and frantic with despair, he criéd, 
@h God, I can’t die! Oh God, I can’t die! But alas! he 
cried in vain, his voice was hushed in death! I saw him 
borne to his last repose, withered in the bloom of youth, 
without hope, without God ! 

And now I expected to follow him in the same dreadful 
condition. The next morning found me the pale victim of 
disease, apparently soon to enter another world. At one 
time all my thoughts were occupied with bodily pain; at 
another, I reflected on my alarming condition as a sinner, 
trembling on the brink of eternity! and at another, I was 
lost in derangement. Oh! it was no time to secure the fa- 
vour of God and the joys of heaven, notime to purify a 
heart defiled by a life of sin, and if I then had died, I should 
now have been lifting up my eyes amidst the fruitless wail- 
ings of despair, instead of being permitted, through the 
great mercy of God, to entreat you, my youthful friends, to 
take warning from this painful recital, and secure immedi- 
ately the interests of your immortal souls. Be not deluded 
by the bright prospects and allurements of youth. Place 
not your hearts upon the fascinating pleasures of sense, they 
are all unsatisfying, unreal. The happiness you are pursu- 
ing is but an illusive phantom, it will for ever evade your 


grasp. Ihave chased the deceitful shadow to the borders of 


the grave and seen it vanish, while another world seemed 
opening to my view. Renounce it I entreat you; it is a 
golden bait by which the adversary of souls allures his vic- 
tims to the regions of despair. He holds out to them the 
glittering toy till death tears it away, then mocks their des- 
perate wo. O step not in his artful snare; reject the plea- 
sures of the world and put not off the evil day, it may be 
very near. Listen now to the voice of mercy, lest, like my 
unhappy friend, you shall be compelled to mourn at last, 
and say, how have I hated instruction and despised reproof. 
Go to his bed-side and learn the value of worldly pleasures. 
Where now are the allurements of youth, the delights of sin, 
his dreams of happiness. Mark his look wild with despair, 
as he shrinks from an opening eternity and cries, Oh God, I 
can’t die! Oh God, I can’t die! And will you hurry away 
from a scene like this to drown your fears in mirth and sin- 
fal pleasures ? will you choose death when heaven with al! 























The Snail-eaten Peach. OL 


4s joys is offered you? You may ; but think, I pray you, 
how would angels weep over your folly, could sorrow enter 
heaven; and think too how you will weep, when weeping 
shall be vain. Fly, then, to the Saviour’s arms, pursue 
those joys and hepes which shall spring eternal, and make 
your “dying bed feel soft as downy pillows are.” Then 
shall you approach the hour of death undismayed, and, while 
shivering on the brink of eternity, with transport sing the 
triumphant : song, O death, where is thy sting? O grave, 
where is thy victory? Thanks be to God which giveth us 
the victory, through our Lord Jesus Christ. 


LAUDER. 


THE SNAIL-EATEN PEACH. 


I am very fond of a peach. I love to watch its glowing 
tints in their several gradations, and to contemplate its swell- 
ing roundness, bulging at last into the fullness of a complete 
slobe. W hat a delicate greenish colour retires from the eye 
inthe shaded parts; what a rich crimson glows where the 
sun looks full upon it; and how many intermediate grada- 
tions of indescribable ceraation tinges, melting into pink, 
yellow, and purple, soften oft all around. Then, when it is 
iully ripe, how plenteous the juicy pu!p, and how rich the fla- 
vour. I love a fine peach. 

I had watched a few, which were the first fruit of some 
young trees which 1 had planted against my newly- built 
wall, and felt, that what oneself has planted is somehow in- 
describably more precious than that which we see in the 
common market, where one’s own labour has had nothing to 
do with it. But 1 ama father, and this accounts for the sen- 
sation. 

I had watched them through the blossoming season of 
spring. What a lovely tint has the peach blossom. Is there 
any thing equal to it, unless it be the cherub face of a child. 
{ had seen these b lossoms decay, as a matter of course in- 
deed, yet not without a sigh over their transitory beauty. 
But | had soon to ec ootem plate the little pea-like germ which 
succeeded. And well it succeeded, and finely it swelled to 


shape, and richly was it glowing with its bright dyes. I was 
Vou. VIL. No. 1. 6 

























neem 








§2 The Snail-eaten Peach. 


anticipating the full enjoyment as being near at hand, when, 
one morning, long before it was ripe enough for my purpose, 
I discerned a wound in the delicate texture, a disfiguration 
of its beauty, and a threatening, but too sadly fulfilled, of 
total disappointment, and loss of the long-expected gratifi- 
cation. 

1 hunted all about: I found the depredators hid among 
the leaves, and, with somewhat of the feeling of distribu- 
tive justice, I jerked them over the wall, not quite to Bot- 
any Bay, but as far towards it as seemed to answer my oc- 
casions. 

The large hodmandod snail, and the sly voracious little 
white slug, were both guilty, and were both punished. Ev- 
ery one I caught at it, or near it, I banished and transported 
morning after morning. 

But it was all in vain. Morning after morning more and 
yet more of it was devoured, till at last the bare stone ap- 
peared, and the unsightly remnants dropped upon the ground 
useless and disgusting. 

And this, thought I, is but the constantly occurring case 


-with earthly joys. Labour rears, anxiety watches, and hope 


points exultingly and promises ; then comes some blast, or 
some worm, or some thief, and disappointment scowls over 
all our dearest expectations. 

Yes, Earth has pretty things, and might be a wonderous 
pretty place. Many a beautiful, romantic, and elegant as- 
sortment of joys, is put together by the young to make it 
so. These, satisfied with their own powers, and wisdom, 
and integrity, are quiie confident of success, and know they 
shall be entirely happy in the plan they have so fancifully 
laid. Indeed, they see the blossoms expanding, what stron- 
ger proof can be desired; they discern the tiny germs of 

leasure bourgeoning, though rather slowly, they have no 
doubt, therefore, of the final issue being successful. Peaches 
are common, any body can have them who has a wall. So 
they go to school, and they go home again, they engage i 
business, and they marry, in full expectation that their wish- 
es will be accomplished, and that their ewn individual, well- 
constructed plans of happiness, must succeed. 

But around our best joys there are snails and slugs which 
destroy all their beauty, eat away the very heart of them, 
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and down they drop. A world of sin must be a world of 
sorrow. No wall can be built high enough to keep out af- 
fliction ; and the very aspect which is so favourable to the 
ripening our expected pleasures, is also favourable to the 
corroding vexations which prey upon them. Happy are 
they whose treasure does not consist of peaches. Even for 
earth, the humble, the deep-hidden potatoe, yields a surer 
crop; and there are plants of his right-hand planting, which 
bear their fruit safe amid the Paradise of God. 

“T was thinking,” said a lady who had been long accus- 
tomed to education, “ of some of my loveliest scholars, in 
whose soft manners much similarity to the peach-bloom ap- 
peared, where I had reckoned upon rich maturity. I can- 
not but be tremblingly alive to the evils, which sad experi- 
ence shows me, attend the young ; yet I cannot but indulge 
hope in some cases, where character modestly hid, like the 
pale peach, only blushes into observation in some small de- 
gree, to evince growing ripeness of knowledge, of judgment, 
and of finely sweet disposition. How sad are some instan~ 
ces I have known; when a case-hardened servant has got 
to the unsuspecting ear, and whispered sin and folly; when 
some soft companion, like the white slug, almost impercepti- 
bly has deteriorated the modest simplicity of childhood, and 
made the teens redden into corrupt pruriency, how have I 
seen some drep off from respectable family connections down 
to the earth, sinking into all that is as worthless and vile.-— 
O there was A————-, and M————-, and C——-; butt I 
must not suffer my mind to wander that way. I did all lI 
could to defend their unripened judgment, to keep them 
from the contaminating contact of the vicious, and the de- 
signing. But my peaches fell ; and my sinking heart would 
give up all further efferts at education, were it not, that with 
a few I have succeeded, and have presented lovely charac- 
ters to the world, fruit fit for a prince’s table.” 

It was a broken-hearted mother, who lingered listening 
behind. Our looks told her we wished to know if she par- 
ticipated in our regrets. We in a moment perceived that 
she had regrets of her own which overwhelmed many other 
sensations. We recollected instantly that this fond atten- 
tion, this solicitude of hope, this deep disappointment, were 
carrying her thoughts to a little hilloek, under which was 
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64 Wild Honey and Locusts, 





prematurely laid her beloved J » Delicate had been 
the budding of her infantine frame, and blooming the ex- 
panding germ of her elegant mind. Expectation might well 
be on the alert, and watchfulness exert all her care. The 
form swelled to ripeness, the mind painted it with its own 
specific beauty. ‘The care was well bestowed, the remune- 
ration to a parent’s anxieties seemed brought to a certainty, 
but disease had stolen into her frame, the progress of the de- 
vourer was rapid; the blooming, ripening, sickening form, 
fell, fell to the earth, disgusted for a moment, and then com- 
pletely disappeared. 

We read all this in the mother’s expressive countenance, 
for she could not speak it, but we knew the facts. Her burst- 
ing features were calmed, if not cheered, by a glance up- 
wards, implying a consciousness that her precious fruit was 
not lost, but rather, so as no earthly peachcan be, preserved 
by the removal, safe now from every evil. The delicate 
frame when seen again shall not know sickness, nor the re- 
joicing spirit feel corroding care. Among the living trees in 
Paradise must we look for it. There may it be our happi- 
ness ence more to contemplate it, glowing with incorruptible 
beauty. 


ee eee 


WILD HONEY AND LOCUSTS. 


The land of Canaan is described as flowing with milk and 
honey, and it still answers to this statement; for it contains 
extensive pasture lands of the richest quality, and the rocky 
country is covered with aromatic plants, yielding to the wild 
bees, who hive in the hollow of the rocks, such abundance of 
honey, as to supply the poorer classes with an article of 
food. Wild honey and locusts were the usual diet of John 
Baptist, during lis seclusion in the desert country of Judea ; 
from which we may conclude it was the ordinary fare of the 
common people. Pliny states, that locusts made a conside- 
rable part of the food ofthe Parthians and Ethiopians. They 
are still eaten in many parts of the East. When sprinkled 
with salt and fried, they are said totaste much like the river 
cray-fish. Honey from the rocks, is repeatedly referred to 
in the Scriptures, as a delicious food, and aa emblem of 


plenty. 





























Remembrances for a Day.—Rev. John Wesley. 65 
REMEMBRANCES FOR A DAY. 


Two English ladies were passing through a valley in the 
neighbourhood of Chamberry (in Savoy) a year or two back. 
‘They met a female peasant of an interesting appearance, and 
upon turning the conversation with her towards religion, she 
took out a book, in which was a paper sealed in it, given to 
her by her priest. It was in French, and the following is a 


translation of it. 


“ Christian! remember that thou kast to-day 
A God to glorify, 
A Christ to imitate, 
All the angels to honor, 
A soul to save, 
A body to mortify, 
Virtues to implere, 
Sins to weep over, 
A Paradise to gain, 
A Hell to avoid, 
An eternity to meditate on, 
Time to husband, 
A neighbour to edify, 
A world to fear, 
Devils to combat, 
Passions to subdue, 
And, perhaps, death to suffer, 
And judgment to undergo.” 


THE LATE REV. JOHN WESLEY. 


Berore he departed on his mission to Georgia, one who 
he knew did not believe the Christian revelation, said to him, 
‘“‘What is this, Sir?” Are you turned Quixote too? Will 
nothing serve you but to encounter windmills?” He calmly 
replied, “ Sir, if the Bible be not true, I am as very a fool 
and madman as you can conceive, but if it be of God, I am 
sober minded ; for he has declared, ‘ There is no man that 
hath left house, or friends, or brethren, for the kingdom of 
God’s sake, who shall not receive manifold more in the pre 
sent time, and in the world to — everlasting life.’ ” 

. 
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66 The Mother and her Child. 


THE MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 


A few months ago, a pious woman brought her child to 
me, to request I would dedicate it to the Lord. [ did so; 
and after imploring his blessing upon the child and its pa- 
rents, I addressed them, especially the mother, and concluded 
in these words: “ You now, my friends, have given this 
dear child to God our Saviour; you have dedicated it to 
him; if he should take it fromy you, remember what you 
have now done ; do not be angry withhim!” Time passed 
away, and a few days since, I rode with the poor mother in 
a mourning coach ;—the child was gone! Her anguish for 
the loss of the dear babe was very great ;—many a thought- 
less passenger said, “ it was only an infant going to be 
buried ;” but it was the mother’s darling, the desire of her 
eyes, her all. ‘“ Ah sir,” said she, wringing her hands a 
thousand times, “ when the child was ill, I thought of your 
words, ‘ don’t be angry if the Lord takes what he gave.’ 
Oh, no ; Oh, no; but I feel it very difficult to leave it in the 
grave. I did give it to him ; and, blessed be his name, he 
takes but whathe gave. Ido not murmur ; but I do feel.’’ 

The mother had nursed the babe with all a mother’s fond- 
ness, and had caught its disease, the measles. In a few 
days after the funeral of her child, the sickness appeared, and 
so much altered her features, that had I seen her any where 
except in her own house, I should not have known her. Af- 
ter lying some days in this state, with a half suffocated voice, 
she pointed with her hand to heaven, and made signs that 
she was ready to follow her child; but upon some hopes of 
her recovery being expressed, she said, with uncommon ea- 
gerness ; “ Pray, pray for me, that I may be restored for 
one thing ; that I may tell to every body not to put off the 
important concerns of their souls till they are taken ill. Oh, 
it is enough to bear the pain even when the mind is support- 
ed. Now, now is the accepted time; now is the day of sak 
vation !” From that hour she became worse, and found 
death rapidly coming upon her. She then, with composure, 
gave some directions concerning her funeral, and after linger- 
ing some days, rejoicing in God her Saviour, she departed 
hence, to be with him forever. 


= 
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Elegant Extract.— Children’s Church. 67 


She requested that she might be interred in the same grave 
with her child ; her wish was complied with. The grave 
was prepared for the mother, and the little one placed on her 
bosom. . From her it had received life, and to her it had im- 
parted death! Reader, be ye also ready, for in such an 
hour as ye think not, the Son of man cometh. 


ELEGANT EXTRACT. 


From Tales of a Traveller, Part 1I, by George Washing- 


ton Irving. 


Alas ! how little do we appreciate a mother’s tenderness 
while living. How heedless are we, in youth, of all her anx- 
ieties and kindness. But when she is dead and gone; when 
the cares and coldness of the world come withering to our 
hearts ; when we find how hard it is to find true sympathy, 
how few love us for ourselves, how few will befriend us ia 
our misfortunes ; then it is we think of the mother we have 
lost. It is true I had always loved my mother, even in my 
most heedless days ; but I felt how inconsiderate and inef- 
fectual had been my love. My heart melted as I retraced 
the days of infancy, when I was led by a mother’s hand, and 
rocked to sleep in a mother’s arms, and was without care or 
sorrow. “Oh, my mother,” exclaimed J, burying my face 
again in the grass of the grave— Oh, that I were once more 
by your side ;—sleeping, never to wake again, on the cares 
and troubles of this world !” 


CHILDREN’S CHURCH IN PHILADELPHIA. 


An experiment is making in Philadelphia, of forming a 
congregation to be composed exclusively or principally of 
children. ‘The meeting commenced several weeks since in. 
a room provided for the purpose. Nearly 500 children 
have given their attendance, and conducted with strict pro- 
priety. The preacher, says the Sunday School Magazine, 
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68 Courage and Cowardice—The Captive Prince. 


was able to gain the attention of the whole congregation by 
the simple and interesting manner in which he conducted the 
whole exercises. Most of the children are Sabbath Scholars. 


COURAGE AND COWARDICE. 


Robert Brown and Henry Lee were walking home frona 
school, when, on turning a corner of the street, Robert cal- 
led out, A fight! a fight! letus go and see. No; said Hen- 
ry, let us go quietly home and not meddle with strife, we have 
nothing to do with the quarrel, and may get into mischief. 
You are a coward, and afraid to go, said Bob, and off he ran. 
Henry proceeded straight home, and in the afternoon went to 
school as usual ; but Bob had told all the boys that Henry 
Lee was a coward, and they laughed at him a great deal. 
Now Henry had learned, that true courage was shewn most, 
in enduring repreach when it is undeserved, and that he 
ought to be afraid of nothing but sin. 

A few days after Robert was bathing with some other 
school-fellows, and got out of his depth, he struggled and 
screamed for help, but all in vain ; the boys who had cailed 
Henry a coward got out of the water and would not assist 
him. Robert was sinking when Henry threw off his clothes, 
and springing into the water, fust reached him as he was 
sinking the second time, and by great exertion brought him 
to the shore, and thus saved his life. 

Robert Brown and his school-fellows were ashamed of 
their having called Henry a coward, and confessed that he 
had more courage than any of them. 

Little boys, never be afraid to do good, but always dread 
the commission of evil. 


—— 


THE CAPTIVE PRINCE. 


Cyrus, the renowned conqueror of Babylon, had, in his 
Atmenian war, taken captive the young Prince of Armenia, 
tegether with his beautiful and blooming princess, whom he 


























Sunday School Anecdote. 69 


had lately married, and of whom he was passionately fond. 
When both were brought to the tribunal, Cyrus asked the 
prince what he would give to be reinstated in his kingdom? 
He answered, with an air of indifference, “That as for his 
crown and his own liberty, he valued them at a very low 
rate. But, if Cyrus would restore his beloved princess to 
her native dignity and hereditary possession, he should 
greatly rejoice, and would [this he uttered with tenderness 
and ardour] willingly pay his life for the purchase.” 

When all the prisoners were dismissed with freedom, it is 
difficult to express how much they were charmed with their 
royal benefactor. Some celebrated his martial accomplish- 
ments ; others applauded his social virtues. All were pro- 
digal of their praises, and lavish in grateful acknowledg- 
ments, And you,” said the prince, addressing himself to 
his bride, “ What think you of Cyrus °” “1 did not ob- 
serve him,” replied the princess. ‘Not observe him! upon 
what then was your attention fixed?” “ Upon that dear 
and generous man, who declared, he would purchase my 
liberty at the expense of his very life.” 

If this lady was so deeply affected by the love of him who 
only offered to die for her temporal good, how much more 
strongly ought we sinners to be affected, by the remembrance 
of the love of Jesus, who aetually died to obtain our ever- 
lasting salvation. 


SUNDAY SCHOOL ANECDOTE. 


The Superintendent of a Sunday School in Hertfordshire, 
a short time since in addressing the children of his charge, 
said, here are about a hundred children, and were I to inquire 
of you the way to any part of Cheshunt, you would no doubt 
be able to tell me ; but my dear children, if I should inquire 
of you the way to heaven, what answer would you give me ? 
—He paused. When a little girl climbing upon the form, 
with a most interesting look, said ‘ Jesus Christ, sir, is the 
way.” | 































Poetry— Moses Wausahsha. 


Poetry. 


FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 


MOSES WAUSAHSBA. 






The following Ode was written by Mr. Chapman of the Union 
Mission, upon the birth of the infant found upon the prairie, and 
which he adopted and baptized Moses Wausahsha. ‘ 





The opportunity bas not arrived for sending my letter, I wil] there- 

fore write a few lines more :—Yesterday I returned from Union ; 
| Mr. C , myself and little Moses, rode dawn on the Sabbath 
L: to attend worship and meet around thetable of our Lord. O 
| rt is pleasant to meet christian friends, especially to worship 
with them in this wild region. Imagine what a privilege that 
such a number may meet around the table of our dear Re- 
4 deemer in this darkened land. Tuesday evening sister Sarali 
: R——,, sister Redfield and myself, met for prayer and religious 
conversation ; not convenient for the other sisters to attend. 
This was delightful. It reminded me of meeting dear chris- 
tian friends at home in a similar manner. The importance of 
christian love existing between us all was one pleasant topic of 
conversation. 'These two sisters have lately met with sore af- 
fliction ; sister Redfield in the loss of her little child Jane, sis- 
ter Requa in the loss of Charlotte, a little Osage infant. In 
ie the course of our visit Mr. C began to poetize on our little 
a: Osage, and thinking it may entertain you, I will now send you 

7 his ode on his birth ; requesting that when you think of our 
dear little Moses, and wish to indulge in tender strains, please 
to take the tune set to Bunker-Hill, and sing,— | 
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Cold blew the winds across the dreary prairie ; 

if Frowning the sky, and icy bound, the torrents ; ? 
ri. When from the froze clods, rose the first faint cry of 
| Moses Wausahsha. 


Hush’d was the war-song, and the aged veteran 

Musing alone, embrac’d the gasping stranger, 

Though base his mother, Jesus heard the moans of 
Moses Wausahsha. 











Tigers ewbrace their tender little offspring, 
Pity resides within the breasts of monsters, 
Where is affection? where a mother’s caré for 
Moses Wausahsha ? 




















Lribute toa Deceased Friend. 





Fly back ye clouds, O winds, now cease your roaring ! 


See the benignent ear of Jesus bowing, 
“ What’s thy complaint, thy doleful lamentation 
Moses Wausahsha ? 


“ Come to my arms, O poor despised orphan, 

“ All the redeemed that now rejoice in glory 

“‘ Helpless and poor were destitute of all,” like 
Moses Wausahsha. 


Now unto Jesus is he dedicated, 
O may bis spirit be regenerated, 
And the dear Saviour ever be ador’d by 
| Moses Wausalisha. 


O God of Moses, whom Nile’s bosom floated 
For those descendants of thine ancient Israel, 


Make Judge and Ruler of this tender infant, 
Moses Wausahsha. 


FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 
TRIBUTE TO A DECEASED FRIEND 


in youth’s gay morn when music young 
Chaunted the vocal bowers among, 
‘Neath Academa’s peaceful shade, 
We oft in joyous friendship stray’d ; 
Flealth on his cheek serenely smil’d, 
Each sigh was hush’d, each care beguil’ d ; 
The hours on silken pinions flew, 
And hope’s bright visions caught his view. 
Her blooming fields, which never fade, 
Science in all their charms display’d, 
And fame, with wing spread for the skies; 
Held to his view her deathless prize. 
He strove to win, nor vainly tries, 
But grasp’d, too eager grasp’d, and dics. 
Be silent, O ye vocal bowers ; 
Giide mournful on, ye halcyon | hours : 
‘Tis past, the gorgeous vision o’er—- 

. Your bliss he tastes, your charms no more, 
All’s peace, the parting spirit cries, 
And soars triumphant thro’ the skies, 
To fairer worlds on angel’s wing, 

Where blooms one bright, immortal spring 











Incitement tothe improvement of Time. 


Lov’d friend, adieu, thy toils are o’er, 

The storm is past, thou’lt grieve no more ; 

Fled are the shades of death away--- 

Thine eye beholds eternal day. 

Lo! where the youth in silence sleeps, 

©’er whose cold urn chaste virtue weeps, 

And blooms the rose in beauty drest, 

To mark “ his couch of lovely” rest. 

There oft by Cynthia’s pensive ray, 

Shall virgin forms in sadness stray, 

To wreath with flowers his early bier, 

And shed for blighted worth a tear. 

Let none profane, irreverent tread, 

Where calinly rests the pious dead ; 

"Tis virtue’s grave, with awe forbear, 

Hovers her guardian angel there. 
ALUCIUS. 


oe 


INCITEMENT TO THE IMPROVEMENT OF TIME. 


Time, how swift it flies away ! 
Months, and years roll round in haste : 
Let me seize it while I may, 
And improve it, e’er ’tis past, 
Since I have asoul to save, 
And am hastening to the grave. 


Not the brightest earthly gem, 
Nor the hero’s laurel crown, 
With sparkling diadem, 
Worn by monarch’s of renown, 
Can the least proportion bear, 
Or with precious time compare. 


Surely, such a gift to waste, 
Must bespeak me most unwise : 
Rather with increasing haste 
May I press towards that prize 


Jesus has prepared above, 


For the objects ef his love. 


Feeble, impotent, and weak, 
Quite a little child in years : 
I would his assistance seek, 
Who the smallest whisper hears. 
Well assured he will bestow, 
Ev'ry good I need below. EMMELINE 


NOTICE TO CORKESPONDENTS. 





+ An Author and his Readers ; Imprpvemeat of Time; The Bible our 
ouly true guide to Happiness ; On sudden Conversions ; Christ’s call and 


the Youth's reply; and Luciam, have been received, and will receive im- 
mediate atteation. 























